18              THE   GRASSLEYES   MYSTERY
"Supposing I take the bungalow for a month. I
think I should like it here."
"I should be very glad if you did/' the girl said
earnestly. "I should like you to come very much/*
Granet was a simple man in some ways and he
asked her a blunt question.
"Why is it so important to you that I come here?
The rent cannot make very much difference. I
should think these bungalows, at the price you are
asking3 ought to let very easily."
"It is not the money," she assured him. "It is very
difficult to tell you,"
"Come along, why do you think you would like
me for a tenant? I hate mysteries."
There was a sudden flash of that uneasy light in
her eyes. It was a warm afternoon but he almost
fancied she was shivering.
"If you hate mysteries you had better stay away,"
she told him with a little tremor in her tone. "You
see, I want you to come here but I won't have you
come under false pretences."
"Why should there be mysteries?" he asked pa-
tiently.
"My aunt's collapse is a mystery," she declared,
a note of passion throbbing in her voice. "She was
perfectly well a few hours ago. Her life has always
been a mystery, though. Sometimes all these people
who occupy the bungalows seem like living mys-
teries to me. I don't know what they came for, I
don't know why they stay on. I don't know why
my aunt drove round once a month in her old-